FOUR       TALES        BY       ZELIDE

LETTER II
(The same)

Well, peihaps! a pretty Savoyard boy dtessed as
a <ml.   That is near enough.   But do not forget
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in order to imagine Cecilia as pietty as she is, a
certain transparency in her complexion, something
satiny, brilliant., which is given her by any slight
heat; the contiary of any thing dull or lifeless; the
sheen of the red flower of the sweet pea. There
you have my Cecilia I If you do not recognize her
on meeting her in the Street it will be your own
fault.

You ask how it was that we got marned when

my husband and I had " only thirty-eight francs of

fortune " between us; and you ai c astonished that,

as I was an only child, I was not richer.   The

question is a slrange one,   People marry because

they arc men and women and attrad one another.

My father was a captain m the Dutch army.   He

lived on his pay and my mother's fortune, which

was six thousand francs.   My mother, I may say in

passing, was of a bourgeois family in this town,

but so pretty and amiable that my father never

thought himself poor or ill-matched with her; and

he loved her so tenderly that she died of sorrow at

his death.   Cecilia resembles her, not me or her

father.   May she have as happy a life as hers, but

longer I   My mother's six thousand francs were all

my fortune; my husband's father gave each of his
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